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Dimensions 


Author's Notes: 
| am so sorry | haven\t posted anything for ages. Exams are nearly over and | promise I\'ll make it up to you. 


Here\'s this. 


Sometimes, when the sun goes down and Away collapses wearily into his bed, he doesn't sleep. Instead, he 
dreams come to him in his woking hours, the hours that he spends lying there, staring at the ceiling. His 
fingers will itch and twitch and his eyes will snap fully open. Then he will swing his legs over the side of his 
bed, hiss as his toes touch the cold floor, and make his way to the room which he calls his den. 


He'll switch on the light and smile as the small room is illuminated. In the corner is one of his drum kits, and 
the walls are covered in artwork and posters of bands that he loves. Theres and old desk, pockmarked and ink- 


stained, in one corner, and it only takes him three paces to cross the floor to it. 


And then he'll sit down, find some paper and whatever medium he feels like, and draw. He draws the things 
that visit him in his waking dreams, his fingers becoming covered in ink, lead and charcoal, guiding the forms 
out of his mind and onto the page. 


On this particular night, he hasn't slept in three days and he is exhausted, but still his creations force their 
way out of him, almost against his will. His eyes are bloodshot and fevered, but still he labours on. Its almost 
three in the morning, and he is freezing, but across the pages strewn in front of him are creatures and 
objects from another dimension; his mind. But he doesn't pause to look at his work, and as soon as one page is 
full, another is slammed down in front of him and decorated with whatever his mind has prepared. He has 


worn down his pencils to stubs, and his pens, all but one, are out of ink, but still he creates, endlessly. 


Until precisely 319 AM, when suddenly his pen falls from his fingers, seemingly of its own will, and his eyes slip 
shut. He is finished. His head sinks down onto his bare chest, and then drops to the page, his cheek resting on 
his creation Finally, Away sleeps. 


There is a soft squeak and a shuffling noise as the door opens, and a small figure cautiously approaches, 
dragging his feet. His soft brown eyes are alight with something that flickers uncertainly in the dim light. His 
lips curve up in a tiny smile as he sees his best friend and drummer, passed out from exhaustion at his desk. 
He shuffles closer, his too-long flannel pyjamas softly scraping along the floor, and the blanket he carries 
dragging behind him. He gently settles the blanket over Away's bare back, the tanned skin which was usually so 
smooth now rippled with goosebumps. And then, he runs his hand once, just once, through Away's soft hair, all 
those black curls tumbling madly down his back and over his face. He smiles then, settles himself in a spare 


chair, preparing to sit out the rest of the night and guard Away from his dreams. 


‘You have pen on your face: 


The sound of a soft, familiar voice greets Away as he slips out of his slumber and glances at the clock. 2:17 in 
the afternoon. 


Piggy hasn't moved, but of course Away doesn't know that. 


